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Burying the Hatchet 


by constantly_thinking 


Summary 


It can be difficult to move on from a past event, especially if the harm was caused by 
someone you know personally. 


For Ikuno, that person is Mitsuru. For Naomi, it’s her uncle. 


They were both wronged by people they thought they could trust and would always respect, 
but one day tainted that for them. 


This poses the question: can the duo move on when they’re confronted by those people 
seeking forgiveness for their past transgressions? 


With Friends 


Chapter Summary 


Mitsuru wants to speak to Ikuno about something... 


Chapter Notes 


Small content disclaimer: this chapter mentions an injury a character had in the past that 
was caused by another individual. 


Also, there are references to my previous stories A Hole in the Heart and Old (But Not 
Old-fashioned). 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was a Tuesday and, just like any other day during the school week, Ikuno was preparing 
herself for the day ahead. It was early in the morning, but she needed to be awake early so 
she could start her walk to Franxx Academy and meet up with her friends. She was not the 
only member of her household who was awake, as both of her parents were as well. In fact, 
she was going to leave at the same time as her mother Utano for her work at a local 
elementary school, with the two going separate ways quite literally once they left their house. 
Her father Nao did not need to leave yet, mainly because his shift as an A&E doctor was over 
an hour away. 


“Are both of you ready?” the husband and father called up the stairs. 


“Ready,” Ikuno called back, with another “ready” following from her mother. Ikuno made her 
way downstairs, wearing her grey-silver uniform, very shortly after being followed by Utano 
in a blue dress. Once they were near the front door, they slipped themselves into their shoes 
while Nao waited to see them off. 


“Hope you both have a great day,” he told them both, soon kissing his wife on the lips before 
kissing his daughter on the cheek. 


“We hope you do, too,” Ikuno added. 
“Ha.” Nao was amused by her remark. “I certainly hope so.” 


Once the near-identical mother and daughter left their home, they walked separate ways. 
Beyond the small gate at the end of the short path to their front door, Utano turned left while 


Ikuno turned right as the former added “see you this evening”. After walking for a few 
minutes, Ikuno found herself at a small junction with traffic lights. As the pedestrian one 
demanded via the light of a red humanoid shape that she did not walk, she used the brief 
reprieve to remove her mobile phone from her blazer’s pocket to check for messages. 


She was hoping to hear from Naomi about their plans for the LGBTQ+ club for the academy. 
Principal Frank was accepting of the idea, but it was that day where they were going to check 
if it was of the students’ interest for it to occur via a vote. Unfortunately, there were no 
messages—audio or text-based—on her device. Shortly after, the red humanoid shape was 
replaced by a green one, allowing her to walk across the road to the other side. This walk 
continued for a few more minutes until she reached another crossing, where another red light 
gave her another opportunity to check on her device. 


As before, there were no messages. 


Once the green light appeared, Ikuno immediately crossed the road while quickly slipping her 
phone back into her pocket. After a minute of walking, she felt it vibrate, reminding her that 
while she deactivated the ringtone to keep it on silent, she always left the other mode 
operational. She stood to one side of the path—near a small corner shop away from the road 
—as she checked on what she had received. To her surprise, it was not Naomi who had 
messaged her. Instead, it was another of her friends. A friend who she had not properly 
spoken to in years despite how they were in a large group together. 


Mitsuru: I want to talk to you. 


“Me?” Ikuno pondered to herself. “Why would Mitsuru want to talk to me of all people 
suddenly?” She typed a message back. 


??? :Ikuno 
After a few seconds, Mitsuru replied. 
Mitsuru: Yes, you. 
Still confused, Ikuno replied yet again, with another response following almost immediately. 
Why? :Ikuno 


Mitsuru: Just meet me at the bike shed during morning break. I’d rather speak to you in 
person. You’ll find out later. 


Ikuno stared at her phone screen, re-reading the brief virtual conversation the two had just 
gone through several times in a row. She was completely shocked that Mitsuru had spoken to 
her. Granted, he may have been formal and polite with it, but something did not sit right in 
her mind about his behaviour. She slipped her phone into her pocket for the last time and 
continued her walk to Franxx. As she did so, she reflected on her relationship with Mitsuru 
and how strained it was. 


I have been with all my friends since I was five. It was Ichigo I met first, leading to an 
avalanche of more friends joining our circle not long after. One of those friends was the more 
prideful and upper-class Mitsuru. He always got along well with the other boys in our group 
—especially Hiro—but rarely spoke to the girls, save for Kokoro. 


When we were ten, we were all organised into partners to collaborate on a project together 
for school. I wished to be with Ichigo, but she was paired with Goro while I had to be with 
Mitsuru. At first, things seemed to go fine with us working together. We did of course talk to 
one another about our ideas and how we were to approach the project, but he was fussier. If 
anything, he was too fussy. 


Once every week, our class would have a lesson dedicated to our work on these projects, and 
every time we argued about how to approach ours. This was not even a case of I had any 
blame for it and I was in denial; instead, it was him who was. For a person who appeared to 
be—and claimed they were—highly professional, Mitsuru was aggressive to his approaches 
like a barbarian and was not as calm and civilised as I was. I would calmly explain and 
Justify my ideas, something he never chose to do. 


One day, I decided to tell him he needed to be civil. I never anticipated on what he did next. 


Before I knew it, I had a broken nose. Everyone heard, let alone saw it happen. Not just was 
the teacher appalled, but so were the rest of the class. Even my friends could not believe it. 


Both of our parents were called in, with Mitsuru 5 siding with mine and showing him no 
sympathy for his actions. He refused to apologise, showing no remorse whatsoever, leading to 
further punishment from both the teacher and his parents. All the while, I blamed myself for 
getting hurt, but my father had to reassure me I was never at fault since he and my mother 
knew how Mitsuru and I had been clashing with each other. 


At the same time, my friends were just as hostile to him as I was. Zorome was one of the most 
hostile people, to our surprise. Despite the fights he would often have with Miku, he made it 
clear to Mitsuru he would never hit a person of the opposite sex, and was downright 
disgusted by what he had done to me. 


We had to swap partners, with the switch being I was with Futoshi, who gave up working 
with Kokoro so she could be with Mitsuru. We shunned him outside of lesson, refusing to 
speak to him or even allow him near us, but he was initially excluded from school for a week. 
It was not until over a month when this changed. 


Kokoro had taken pity on him and started conversing with him beyond the allocated work 
time on our projects. He revealed to her that his mother was putting a lot of pressure on him 
with his grades, and to make sure he received an A, if not an A+, he wished to work with Hiro 
knowing how much of a prodigy he is. Just like everyone else, Mitsuru wanted to be just as 
good as Hiro is. He was unhappy to find that he had been paired with me, fearing that while 
we would receive a good grade, it would not be enough to satisfy his mother. This all 
culminated in him lashing out at me with violence, leading to my injury. I still remember how 
stern Mrs. Ebisu was when she was called in to collect him, with her strict nature seemingly 
being justified at the time. 


Knowing what Kokoro told us, her behaviour painted a different picture. 


Kokoro 5 pity slowly led to the rest of our friends forgiving him. It started with her, then Miku. 
Then Zorome. Then Futoshi. Then Goro. Then Ichigo. Then Hiro and, lastly, Naomi. He was 
allowed back in our circle, but I was the only person who refused to forgive him, purely 
because he still had no regrets. Just because his mother was strict and controlling of him did 
not serve as an excuse for his actions, something my friends — not even Hiro — understood the 
way I did. I even said I would never forgive him right to his face. 


And that is how it has been since. He has often been cold towards me, so I have responded 
appropriately and been cold in return. The only time when I showed sympathy — although 
slight — was a time when I was going to secretly attack him during morning break. Before I 
had a chance, we found he was attacked by another group of students. Just like with me, they 
believed just because his mother was a bad parent did not serve as an excuse for his actions. 
I realised in that instance that aggression was not the answer, and I would have been no 
worse than not just the bullies who targeted Mitsuru, but Mitsuru himself. I reported the 
bullies, but he never found out who reported them. 


To this day, I am still bitter about what happened between us. 


Even when she had met up with the friends who shared the same homeroom as her that 
morning, Ikuno never told them about Mitsuru speaking to her. Homeroom itself, as well as 
the first few lessons, went ahead as normal and she treated them as if nothing were out of the 
ordinary. 


When morning break began, she left the academy’s building and entered its grounds with 
Naomi, Kokoro, Ichigo, Miku and Zero Two accompanying her. 


“PII be seeing you later,” Ikuno suddenly declared, surprising them. 
“Where are you going?” Naomi enquired. 

“I need to meet someone. They asked if I could talk to them during break.” 
“Who is it?” Miku eagerly asked. “Possible girlfriend?” 


Ikuno gave a small laugh and smile but decided not to be secretive anymore. She pulled out 
her phone and revealed the text message she received. Her friends all read the exchange. 


“Mitsuru?” Zero Two named the person. “What’s so significant about him talking to you?” 


“They had a fight years ago,” Kokoro told her. “Well... it was pretty one-sided. They haven’t 
got along in a very long time.” 


“He hit her in the face and broke her nose just because he wasn’t working with Hiro,” Miku 
added. “His mum is a bit strict, so he was on edge thinking he might get a bad grade.” 


“That doesn’t excuse his actions,” Zero Two replied. She was evidently disgusted by what 
she had been told. “Doesn’t he know boys shouldn’t hit girls?” 


“Zorome told him the same thing back then,” Naomi noted. “I won’t lie, I was surprised he 
would have that level of decency considering the bickering he and Miku have.” 


“Ditto,” Miku nodded. 


“What do you think he’s going to say?” Ichigo rerailed the conversation and faced Ikuno. 
“Do you think he might be wanting to move on?” 


“I really don’t know.” Ikuno was surprised despite her anticipation. She was quiet, clearly 
lost in thought. 


“How did he react when you and Naomi came out?” Zero Two asked her. 
“He seemed fine,” Ikuno noted. “Why?” 
“It’s nothing, but... I was wondering if he might actually be against it.” 


“You think he might be homophobic?” Miku looked at the girl with pink hair, who only 
shrugged back. “I doubt it. I think we would’ve known by now.” 


“Well,” Ichigo began, “regardless of what he wishes to speak to you about, you know where 
to find us on the field during break if things aren’t smooth.” 


Ikuno gave a quick nod and proceeded to part ways with her female friends. 


The academy’s bicycle shed was on the opposite side of the field, near a gate that allowed the 
students to move through when the day started and ended. It was a long structure built up of a 
metal skeleton but covered with a sturdy colourless plastic to protect the bicycles within from 
potential rain. Mitsuru was leaning against the shed itself, waiting for Ikuno to appear. He 
checked his watch, observing how he had waited at least a minute and a half. 


In the distance he saw her approaching him. No sooner had he caught eye of her, he pushed 
himself forward and faced her. Seconds later, she was standing a few metres away from him. 


“You wanted to see me.” 

There was a pause. 

“Yes,” he finally replied. Again, there was a pause. 
“What for?” 


“T think we both know what this is about.” He almost snapped at her but remained fully calm. 
“It’s about us. It’s about what happened six years ago.” 


“The partnered project?” 


He nodded back. 


“We’ve been hostile to each other since and I want to move on.” 
“Well, that’s nice,” Ikuno thought sarcastically, “but what about what you did to me?” 
“T shouldn’t have hurt you.” 


The spectacled girl’s eyes widened, her jaw dropping slightly. She never opened her mouth, 
making the latter action not visible. Although it was obvious Mitsuru had guilt, he was 
incredibly begrudged. 


“T should have known better than to respond the way I did back then. I know I should have 
said this when it happened, but... it wasn’t until you changed recently that I realised 
something.” 


“Changed?” Ikuno was trying to analyse his words so she could understand him. “Wait, do 
you mean when I came out?” 


He nodded to her. 


“Coming out of the closet didn’t change me in anyway else.” While she was far from angry, 
she was incredibly surprised. “I’m still the same person.” 


“You are the same person,” the adolescent with the swept-back hair replied. “But you’re 
happier. Even if our rift didn’t occur, I think you still would have behaved the same way 
before and after you told everyone about being a lesbian. After you told everyone, you were 
more outgoing and open, the same for Naomi. You’re not even afraid to admit to complete 
strangers who you truly are.” 


Ikuno had fully understood what she had been told. She still stared at Mitsuru, piecing 
together all the things he had said, along with her memories of when she revealed her 
sexuality to her friends and family. 


“You’re right,” she nodded back, lost in thought. “I have changed. And for the better, too.” 


“Getting back on track.” He quietly spoke to her. “I’m not trying to take advantage of this 
new you, but I think it’s best we move on. You were right to treat me the way you did back 
then, the same with the rest of our friends. My parents taught me to be civil, and I never was 
that day.” He paused again slightly. “I’m sorry.” 


After her own pause, Ikuno gave a small smile and a nod. 


“T accept,” she told him. Mitsuru stuck his hand out and the two shook hands. She was fine 
with doing this, as he knew this was his preferred method of physical contact opposed to 
anything along the lines of a hug outside of his family. 


“Also, I know I glossed over when you came out to us, but I am glad you did it. I couldn’t 
care less what you’re interested in as long as you’re happy.” 


“Thanks,” Ikuno replied. “You thought it was because of what you did that I wasn’t happy, 
didn’t you?” 


He looked up at her, releasing his hand from her grip. He was shocked by her deduction. 


“Oh, don’t act surprised. You know, it was around the same time we had that fight when I 
realised I was a lesbian.” 


“Really?” 


“In the news at the time, two women were victims of a homophobic attack. I asked my 
mother what a homophobe was, and it was from there that I learned not everyone is straight. I 
knew I was a lesbian from that point on knowing how I felt different but, because of those 
two women and what I read about on the web with coming out stories gone wrong, I was 
afraid to speak about it at all.” 


“What made you decide to do it?” 
“Getting my heart broken.” 


Mitsuru’s eyes widened. He never thought Ikuno, of all people, would fall victim to such a 
thing. 


“There was someone I knew for years that I learned I loved, but... they declared their love 
for someone else.” 


“Ichigo?” 
Ikuno almost jumped out of her skin when he named the person. 


“Well, it’s obvious,” Mitsuru told her with a shrug. “After she was injured and confessed to 
wanting to hurt Zero Two, she confessed to loving Hiro, which Goro said she told him and 
you before homeroom the same day you came out.” 


“Uh...” Ikuno was too afraid to speak. If anything, she was horrified and felt almost numb. 
“Uh...” 


“Your secret is safe with me,” she was quickly reassured. “I promise.” After taking a 
breather, Ikuno swallowed and nodded. “You were saying?” 


Ikuno cleared her throat. 


“After school, I lied to you all that I needed the toilet, so I hid myself away to allow myself to 
cry about everything. Ever since I learned about my sexuality, I imagined how all of you, let 
alone my parents, would respond. My worst nightmare was my parents wished I weren’t born 
and toss me to the curb, while you and everyone else wouldn’t want to personally know 
someone like myself. Ms. Matsumoto was the one who found me and, we talked things 
through. She personally wasn’t convinced everyone would turn against me after I looked 
back at the things I’d done with everyone. I chose to tell my parents over dinner. I dreaded 
their response, but my mother instantly insisted we hugged as I cried my eyes out. She 
couldn’t care less, the same for my father, who hugged me as well. He even said the things I 
feared were things they would never do.” 


“Well, you do have good parents,” Mitsuru told her. “Even if you came out to us first, we 
could have told you they wouldn’t view it as a problem.” 


“Says the guy who once got yelled at by both my father and my mother.” Ikuno smiled at her 
words, almost chuckling as she spoke. 


“Well, they care about you, just like any parent should. If what you said your grandfather had 
to say about you is anything to go by, you could probably get away with murder.” 


“I wouldn’t go that far,” Ikuno laughed. 


“Td kill to have them instead of mine, especially my old woman. Honestly... I had no reason 
to bear a grudge after all these years. You did.” 


“T knew it!” 


Their attention was drawn to a familiar voice nearby. It was Zorome, who was accompanied 
by Hiro, Goro and Futoshi. They had all been observing the conversation the duo had 
engaged in. 


“I knew this had something to do with them patching things up! Futoshi, you owe me seven 
hundred yen!” 


“God damnit,” Futoshi muttered to himself. 
“How did you find us?” Mitsuru asked the quartet. 


“Ikuno told Zero Two and the girls, and Zero Two told Hiro,” Goro explained. This made 
Mitsuru glance at the teenager he had previously been speaking to. He was not angry but was 
undoubtedly shocked. 


“Well, it was a bit odd that you suddenly spoke to me, not to mention you never said don’t 
tell anyone else.” 


His eyes darted back and forth at her and the quartet. He scratched the back of his neck and 
shrugged it off by saying “fair enough.” 


Chapter End Notes 


This whole thing with Mitsuru and Ikuno, let alone Mitsuru’s backstory with his mother, 
serves as the equivalent of his actions and backstory from the anime and manga. The 
only difference is Hiro rejected him for the right reasons (initially). 


When it came to redrafting this story, I decided to move forward the plot point that 
Mitsuru’s mother isn’t a good a parent to make him more sympathetic. This was 
originally depicted in a yet-to-be-posted story that will adapt the Kokoro-Mitsuru- 


Futoshi love triangle. His mother will appear in said story, but I’m keeping things under 
wraps for now to preserve the twists. 


In fact, this story wasn’t supposed to be redrafted first. The one I was supposed to do 
actually needs to be rewritten from scratch, but I don’t have the time at the moment to 
do so, hence why I moved this fanfic forward instead. After that one has been posted, 
Ill then start redrafting and posting the one that contains the whole Kokoro-Mitsuru- 
Futoshi plot. 


NEXT TIME: Naomi learns her uncle wishes to speak to her... 


With Family 


Chapter Summary 


Naomi learns her uncle wishes to speak to her. 


Chapter Notes 


DISCLAIMER: There is mention of past homophobia in this chapter. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


At the end of that same school day, Naomi walked home just as she usually did with her 
friends. The day itself went along like a breeze, with the vote for the LGBTQ+ club 
seemingly gathering a large amount of interest from students. It was carried out via the 
academy’s email, which linked to a webpage for voting it through. The results would not be 
declared for a few days, but early signs showed that the club was very likely to go ahead. 


“Hello!” Naomi called as she entered her home. She kicked off her shoes and left them by the 
front door, right next to the shoes belonging to her mother. Fumino emerged from the living 
room and immediately saw eye-to-eye with her daughter, a small smile on her face. 


“Did you have a good day?” she asked her, leading to Naomi nodding back. “How’s the vote 
going so far?” 


“Very promising,” the teenager with the long dark hair replied. “I bet the club will definitely 
go ahead.” 


“Good.” Fumino nodded to this. She still smiled, but Naomi could tell she had to say 
something. “Naomi,” she began quietly, “could you sit down for a second?” 


“Sure,” her daughter simply replied. They walked into the living room and seated themselves 
on the long sofa, which was the same one that curved around the corner that they had owned 
for several years. “Is everything alright?” she decided to ask her. 


“We’re going to be visited this weekend on Saturday.” There was a trace of concern in 
Fumino’s tone. 


“Okay.” Naomi was hesitant. “By who?” 


“Your Uncle Ryuta.” 


Naomi paused for a bit, processing what she was being told. Her mother was referring to her 
own brother. 


“Right.” She was calm as she responded. “Well, as usual, I want nothing to do with him. I 
don’t mind spending time with Aunt Gloria and the twins, but I refuse to even go near him.” 


She stood up and was about to walk off, but Fumino firmly grabbed her by the arm, forcing 
Naomi to decide to sit down again. Fumino remained composed as she continued what she 
had to say. 


“Gloria and the twins won’t be with him.” 
Naomi was surprised to hear this. 

“Just... just him?” 

“Just him,” Fumino nodded back. 

“Why? Has something happened?” 

“The others are fine, but... he wants to see you.” 
Naomi was still confused. 

“Me? Why? He doesn’t like me.” 


“Don’t put it like that.” Fumino was firm, almost scolding. “He does still love you, he just 
doesn’t—” 


“You don’t have to tell me what I already know!” Naomi snapped at her. “I don’t care why 
he’s coming to see us and this whole damn family knows why I don’t like him.” 


With no further words, Naomi stormed up to her bedroom and slammed the door. 


The next day, Naomi made her way to Franxx just like any other day. Since the previous 
afternoon, she had angrily been mulling her thoughts over regarding her uncle, her mind not 
resting one bit. It was not until morning break when she decided to tell her friends about the 
relationship she shared with him. Like most days, they sat out in the large field on the 
academy’s grounds, huddled together and talking about both their days so far and their home 
lives. 


“My Uncle Ryuta will be visiting me at the weekend.” She finally spoke up after there was a 
silence. Everyone faced her. 


“Ryuta?” Goro repeated the name. “Wasn’t he the uncle you said you got in a fight with?” 


“That’s him,” she nodded back. “I never told any of you what it was about.” 


“What was it?” Kokoro asked, noticing there was sadness in Naomi’s tone. She glanced at the 
girl with the long grey-blonde hair, a hint of anger amongst the sadness. 


“A year after I came out to my parents, there was a family get-together for my mother’s half 
of the family. We had it at my grandparents’ place. As you know, Ryuta is my mother’s 
brother, and he was there with his wife, my Aunt Gloria. During that get-together, I decided 
to tell my other relatives how I am a lesbian. While everyone was surprised, most of them 
were supportive.” 


Naomi glanced at all her friends, who all knew what she was going to say next. It was 
obvious how, even without tears, she was upset and angered. 


“The only person not so supportive was him. He was the most shocked person there. After I 
told him, he seemed to avoid talking to me during our time together. At one point, I went off 
to go to the bathroom. When I came back, I overheard he was having an argument with the 
rest of my family about me. Everyone was appalled at what he had to say. I still remember 
what he said to both of my parents.” 


Ikuno leaned forward slightly as she listened to the story. She knew how much pain Naomi 
had been through to come out to her parents and family, so she could only imagine what 
horrors were going to be spoken next. She had been lucky with her own family and could 
only speculate in those short few seconds how Ryuta responded. 
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“How the hell did you raise her to become a bloody dyke. 


Everyone listening gained wide eyes and visibly inhaled with shock. Naomi, let alone Ikuno, 
were not the only ones appalled by the words spoken. 


“Those were his words. The worst part is I knew what it meant, even without looking up a 
definition for it. It was then that I entered the room they were in and asked him what was 
wrong with me. He was mortified. He was hoping I would never have heard him say what he 
said, but I told him I heard all of it. He tried to justify himself—albeit calmly despite his 
previous way of speaking—saying that it wasn’t normal.” 


“Christ.” Futoshi’s voice was hushed as he cursed. “No wonder you got so mad with him.” 


“Since then, I have refused to even give him eye contact. I have no problems whatsoever with 
seeing Aunt Gloria or my cousins, purely because they are not him, but I wished to never see 

him again after that. My cousins may have his blood, but his beliefs haven’t seeped their way 
into their minds thanks to Aunt Gloria.” 


“Did he ever say anything like that in return to you?” Ichigo asked her. Naomi gently shook 
her head. 


“We haven’t spoken since. I have glared at him if we have ever encountered each other, 
though.” 


“Do you think he’s disowned you?” Zorome asked the next question. 


“Doubt it,” she shrugged. “I think he would have kept his distance a bit further if he did. If 
anything, I like to think I’ve disowned him as my uncle.” 


“Has he ever glared back at you?” Mitsuru enquired. 
“Nope, but he does look...” She tried to find the right word. “Mournful.” 
“Perhaps he regrets it,” Miku guessed. Zero Two sharply faced her with a scowl. 


“Oh, get real!” she snapped at the girl with the pigtails. “He needs to get his balls ripped off, 
if you ask me.” 


“One can dream,” Naomi remarked coldly. 


“Miku does have a point, though,” Hiro noted. “If he’s mournful, then he’s clearly expressing 
regret at you hearing his true thoughts. If you never overheard him, he probably would have 
played along with everyone else who was accepting of you and maybe learned they were 
right while he was wrong.” 


“Hang on a sec.” Naomi pinched the bridge of her nose briefly in frustration. “Are you trying 
to tell me I’m in the wrong here?” 


“No, I never said that at all.” He was calm with his response. “Your broken relationship was 
caused by unfortunate circumstances. How long have you been hostile towards him now?” 


“Err, five years,” Naomi quickly counted. 
“Maybe it’s time you tried to move on.” 
“What?!” She could not believe her ears. “After what he said?” 


“It’s been five years,” Ikuno told her. “If you’ve never talked properly in that long period of 
time, then a small chat might make things better. You never know, he might have changed or 
wants to try.” 


“You're only saying that because of how you and Mitsuru patched things up yesterday.” 


“A lot can happen in five years,” Kokoro noted. “Plus, if he did seem sad, it could be guilt 
and not homophobia.” 


Naomi sighed. 


“Fine,” she huffed. She was clearly reluctant, as evident by her now-folded arms. “I guess PI 
try. It’s only him coming to visit and he said he wants to talk to me anyway.” 


“That’s a promising sign.” Ichigo tried to encourage her with a smile. 


“And even if he does want forgiveness or is trying to go on that path, I don’t think I can get to 
it straight away.” 


“Well, don’t,” Hiro told her. He smiled also despite the seriousness of it. “If he’s upset you, 
then it could take years to rebuild your trust in him. But there’s no harm in starting.” 


The Saturday soon appeared before the large group of friends. On that day, Naomi stayed in 
her bedroom, waiting with great irritation for the arrival of the man who was a disgrace to 
her. Regardless of the conversations she had had with the rest of Squad 13, she was still not 
looking forward to seeing his presence in her home. She knew it was the right thing to do by 
speaking to him, but also knew she had to properly push herself to do it. 


At approximately half past ten that morning, the doorbell rang. The teenager knew it was not 
the post being delivered whatsoever, so she rubbed her face with her hand in one stroke and 
heaved herself off her bed. Having had played with her mobile phone, she tucked it away in 
her pocket and navigated her way to the top of the stairs. Naomi watched as her mother 
answered the front door, revealing a familiar tall man in his late thirties who they both knew 
well. 


Ryuta was incredibly short haired, but he was not balding; it was merely how he wished to 
have it cut. He also possessed a goatee that was bushy under his chin, which was a small 
moustache the last time he had spoken to his niece five years prior. 


“Hi,” he quietly spoke. “How have things been the last few days?” 
“Quiet, actually,” Fumino replied. “How are Gloria and the twins?” 


“Oh, they’re good.” He tried to be enthusiastic, but it was obvious he had a low mood that his 
smile could not hide. He paused slightly before talking again. “Well, it’s nice to see you’re 
here. Are Shouta and Naomi around?” 


“Shouta’s in the garden as usual. I’ll just give Naomi a shout.” 
“I’m here.” 


They both glanced up the stairs, spotting her standing before the very top step on the landing. 
Fumino and Ryuta looked at each other before the former faced her daughter again. 


“Ryuta, as you know, wants to see you. I take it I can leave you two in the living room and 
find everything in its place when I come back to see how things are?” 


“Yes,” the uncle replied, making his sister sharply face him. 
“T wasn’t talking to you.” She then looked back at Naomi, who almost rolled her eyes. 
“You can trust me,” she told her mother. 


Naomi slowly walked down the stairs, watching as Ryuta entered the living room after 
removing his shoes while Fumino left the house via the backdoor in the kitchen. The teenager 
gradually entered the living room, opening the wooden door and glancing in at the man 
seated on the sofa. She too sat on the long and curved sofa, but almost a large distance away; 
he was sat one end, while she seated herself close to the end of the other. As soon as she was 


seated, she crossed her legs and folded her arms. There was a cold silence for almost a 
quarter of a minute until she broke it. 


“So, uh... you came to visit me?” 


Ryuta was almost taken back by how she suddenly spoke. She never gave eye contact, 
instead preferring to focus on the carpeted floor beneath her. Her tone indicated she was 
unimpressed. 


“Yes.” His voice was strained, almost soft. Another silence occurred. 


“Just me?” Naomi raised her eyebrows, as if that were not the already existing body language 
which indicated she was in a foul mood. Her uncle hesitated slightly. 


“Uh-huh.” He nodded with his response. Even though he was technically the authority figure, 
he felt intimidated by her. “We, uh... we need to talk things through.” 


“Okay.” Naomi replied after a few seconds. “You want to talk.” She turned her head away to 
her right, where a large flatscreen television was placed on a small cabinet. “I tell you, that’s 
something we haven’t done in a while.” 


Her words stung Ryuta like nettles. He already felt bad for upsetting her in the past, but for 
her to still bear a grudge at him made him feel worse. He chose his next words carefully. 


“Well, I want to change that,” he calmly told her. “We’re still family and—” 


“T wish we weren’t.” She turned her head back, but still never faced him. “When I told my 
friends about what you said, one of them told me you should get your balls ripped off. You 
deserve that.” 


Ryuta was shocked at the words he heard her speak, his mouth agape. Normally, he would 
have snapped, but decided to try and be as peaceful as possible. 


“I know I hurt you with what I said. Believe me. If I could go back—” 


“Well you can’t.” Like before, Naomi’s words still stung. “To think, that day was how I 
learned that word.” She paused. “Dyke. I even knew what it meant without a quick internet 
search. But that wasn’t the most upsetting thing you said.” 


She then faced him, catching him off guard. 


“You said that being gay wasn’t normal. That was the exact thing I used to worry about when 
I realised I was a lesbian. It wasn’t until Mum and Dad taught me it was fine to not be 
straight that I am fine with being who I am.” 


She stood up from where she sat but did not move. 


“It’s people like me, let alone my friend Ikuno, who were in hiding because of bastards like 
you. You and your bloody hatemongering, treating us like we weren’t even human.” 


She then walked up to him and stood right before him. Her expression was that of pure anger, 
but she was still able to supress her rage as her hate-filled eyes stared into Ryuta’s own. 


“And do you know what? Maybe we’re more human than others.” 


All the while, the uncle was taken back by her words. Even though she had controlled 
herself, he had never seen Naomi as angry as this before. The best thing he could do was to 
try and calm her down with what he had to tell her next. 


“One of my co-workers is just like you.” 
Her expression never changed. He was referring to how he worked in airport security. 
“What? Absolutely pissed or gay?” 


“Gay.” His tone was low. “I only learned about it recently when they said they had a 
boyfriend.” 


Naomi’s scowl disappeared almost in an instant. She relaxed her facial muscles and listened 
to what her uncle had to say. 


“We’ve known each other for years. We’re both good friends with each other, and I was taken 
back when he invited me to be a guest at his wedding. It was the invitation which had their 
names on it.” 


“Could be a unisex name for his partner.” Naomi tried to shrug it off as a mistake he had 
made. 


“They’re another co-worker.” 
Naomi gave a tiny gasp, her mouth opening slightly. 
“All these years... and you never knew?” While not exasperated, she was certainly surprised. 


“Sometimes you just don’t know,” she was told. “I always assumed there would be signs. I 
mean, you’ve been quite a tomboy. I just thought it was a thing you were going for, but when 
you revealed you were a lesbian, I realised I should have seen it sooner. My co-workers never 
had any signs. I know this is stereotyping, but sometimes you just don’t know.” 


Naomi slowly seated herself, this time next to Ryuta. She turned her head to face him. 


“After comprehending how I could never judge my friends from work because of how we’re 
such good friends, I looked back at how I treated you. I don’t see you often, even before we 
fell out, but while I do confess to still being...” He hesitated, for once being uncomfortable 
with the word. “...homophobic... after we had our fight, I still loved you. I admit that I was 
conflicted knowing how you’re gay, but I would never declare ‘I don’t want you as my niece 
anymore’. Naomi, you’re an amazing girl. You’re going to go far. I want to change knowing 
how brilliant everyone is regardless of what they’re into. I’ve already accepted that wedding 
invitation. Granted, they didn’t know what I’ve said before, but I want to move forward.” 


Naomi turned her face away, looking mournful like he once did. He could tell she was 
conflicted. 


“If you don’t want to forgive me, then that’s fine. I know I hurt you that day. I’m sorry for 
what I said. Of course, something like this can’t be given a plaster and fixed straight away. 
That’s not realistic.” 


The silence continued from Naomi, who was still processing all the information she had been 
provided with. 


“T can’t forgive you,” she told him quietly. “But I do want to move on from this.” She then 
faced him again. “If you can change for your friends and want to do so for me, then I should 
make an attempt.” 


Ryuta wrapped an arm around her shoulders and brought her closer. He looked at her and she 
gave a small smile, making him smile in return. 


“It’s good to see you again.” 
“To you, too. Would you like some tea?” 
“Sure, but make sure your mum and dad want anything too.” 


With that, Naomi stood up and made her way into the kitchen. She was met by Fumino, who 
had just emerged from the backdoor. 


“How did things go?” her mother asked her. 


“Things are fine,” she was told. “We’re slowly on the mend.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Back when I initially wrote the Heartverse, there was also going to be a short story 
focusing on Naomi and how she came out to her parents. When I decided that I was 
going to redraft every story — a decision I made long before I started posting my 
fanfiction as a whole — I looked back at said story with little enthusiasm. I felt that, no 
matter what I was going to do to try and improve it, the end product would be the 
equivalent of a polished turd, leading to my decision that I would delete it and wipe it 
from the canon of my AU. 


Despite this decision, any mentions of how Naomi came out to her parents (i.e., when 
she was ten years old) are merely leftovers from when said story existed. There is more 
to that story than just that detail, but as those original plans are now a case of ‘what once 
was’, they’re no longer a part of my overall AU and will not be referenced. 


I’m slowly inching closer and closer to posting the story that will include the Kokoro- 
Mitsuru-Futoshi plot. Once I eventually redraft the next story, I will tease what is yet to 
come... 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


